LETTER   I I

ANNE   G I L C H R I S T   TO  W A L T  W H I T M A N

September j,  1871.
DEAR FRIEND:

At last the beloved books have reached my hand -hut now
I have them, my heart is so rent with anguish, my eyes so
blinded, I cannot read in them. I try again and again, but
too great waves come swaying up & suffocate me, I will
struggle to tell you my story. It seems to me a death
struggle. When I was eighteen I met a lad of nineteen1
who loved me then, and always for the remainder of his
life. After we had known each other about a year he asked
me to be his wife. But I said that I liked him well as my
friend, but could not love him as a wife should love &
felt deeply convinced I never should. He was not turned
aside, but went on just the same as if that conversation had
never passed. After a year he asked me again, and I, deeply
moved by and grateful for his steady love, and so sorry for
him, said yes. But next day, terrified at what 1 had dime
and painfully conscious of the dreary absence from my heart
of any faintest gleam of true, tender, wifely love,2 said no
again* This too he bore without desisting & at the end
of some months once more asked me with passionate en-
treaties^ Then, dear friend, I prayed very earnestly, and

< Alexander Gilchrist

*Mrs. Gilchrist's emotion here apparently prevents her memory from doing complete
justice to her own past. For a very different expression of her fading* toward Ataumctor
Gilchrist, written at the time of her betrothal, see her letter announcing the engagement
which she sent to her friend, Julia Newton, and which is to be found on pp. jo-j t uf her
biography.
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